AND   THOU

smiling'. Soon, the post did change its tone, and golden news came.
But your other gift was the best of all.

These were the thoughts that played in my mind that day, as
we lay beneath the acacias. I was completely happy save for that
tiny regret that never quite left me, the regret that we could not
put this peace in a cage and keep it by us, that we could never
stay more than an hour in the oases we found, that no white
house but only an endless open road lay before us, that a turning
in the road would soon come where our ideal companionship
would end.

The sun had made a long stride towards the west, the shadows
were already lengthening a little. Reluctantly we packed the
drinking cups, left the acacia groVe. A long, long journey lay
before us. I looked at you again, silently, and thought of that
other day on Danubian hills. You caught my glance and asked
again, 'Was hast du denn?5

'Nothing,5 said I, 'come on, let's go,'